And thus he said unto his yeoman then:
"Now hold your peace and do not speak again,
For if you do youll pay it ruefully;
You slander me, here in this company,
And you uncover that which you should hide."

"Yea?" said our host, "Tell on, whate'er betide;
For all his threatening do not carp a mite!"

"In faith," said he, "my caring is but slight,"

And when this canon saw how it would be,
That his yeoman would tell his privity,
He fled away for very grief and shame.

"Ah," said the yeoman, "hence shall come a game.
All that I know anon now will I tell.
Since he is gone, the Fiend take him to Helll
With him hereafter 111 have naught to do
For penny or for pound, I promise you!
He that first brought me into that ill game,
Before he die, sorrow have he and shame!
For it's no game to me, sirs, by my fay;
That I feel well, whatever men may say.
And yet, for all my smart and all my grief,
For all the sorrow, labour, and mischief,
I never could leave off, in any wise.
Now would to God that my wit might suffice
To tell of all pertaining to that art!
Nevertheless, I will relate a part;
Since now my lord is gone, I will not spare;
The things I know about I will declare."
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